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One 


Author's Notes: 
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"So, we just walk on back and say hi, we're in a band have you ever heard of us and then we can get out of 
here and do something else?" 


"Yeah." 


Shannon still didn't look convinced. "I'm still not sure why this is so important to you. | mean, | know they're 


Metallica and all that, but a five hour flight to say hello is pretty stupid. If my opinion counts for anything." 
"It counts and | didn't tell you to come. That was your idea 
"Couldn't let my little brother go without me, could |?" 


Jared snorted and rolled his eyes in Shannon's direction. “Especially not if you thought it would get you 


something.” 
"Like what? A sore ass from sitting on the plane for so long?" 


Jared really did wish his brother had stayed home. Actually, he wished he had never mentioned coming 
because that way he wouldn't have had to come up with a reason to actually be here. Or at least not the real 
reason. Someone called his name and he turned to see the security guy who had told them to wait waving at 
them. Grabbing Shannon's sleeve to get him moving, Jared walked toward the man, wondering if he looked as 
nervous as he felt. 


It was stupid to be nervous. He was, in his own way, as successful as these men. He may not have yet to 
have a career that spanned as many decades but still, both in Hollywood and the music industry, they knew 
who he was. Now, only a few seconds away from his entire reason for coming here, he was seriously 


considering fleeing in another direction. 

Before he could come up with anything close to a legitimate excuse it was too late and they were being 
ushered into a dressing room. The first one who greeted them was the bassist, Rob, who seemed nice enough. 
Lars stopped for a moment before buzzing off to deal with someone on his mobile that was either a good 
friend or a hated enemy, from the swearing and shouting it wasn't clear which. Shannon looked longingly after 
him, being automatically pulled in the direction of the drummer and the weird little clique of those who held 
that position inside a band. 

Jared was trying not to be obvious when he saw him. He was sitting at a table, the bright lights nearly blinding 
as he readied himself for the stage. Realizing that he was pretty much on his own he took a deep breath to 


steady the nervous flutter in his stomach and walked toward him, sneaking a quick glance in the mirror to 
make sure he didn't look as stupid as he felt. 


Dark brown eyes raised to meet his in the reflection "Hey, | know you!" 

"Yeah?" 

"Seen a few of your movies, and you have a band, right?" 

"Yeah, Thirty Seconds to Mars. Jared Leto’ 

"Kirk Hammett" He laughed, shrugging a shoulder. "| guess you kind of knew that 
It wasn't said with ego, and Jared didn't take offense. "Yeah 

"Came for the show?" 


"Yeah." 


Once more, Kirk's eye met his in the mirror. "You talk this much all the time?" 
"Yeah." 


Kirk's laugh wasn't quite a giggle, but it was close. "Cool" He picked up a long, round pencil and leaned forward. "| 


have to get ready, but maybe when it's done we can hang out." 

Jared couldn't answer him. He didn't know why his tongue suddenly felt three times its normal size, or why his 
cock was starting to throb as he watched the black line appear under Kirk's eye with the careful movement of 
the liner. He would have sold his soul at that moment for a bottle of water, hell, even a sip of anything would 
do. He jammed his hands into the pockets of his jeans, trying to not only stop them from helping to guide the 
pencil but hopefully hide his growing erection 

Kirk finished his left eye and blinked a few times before moving the pencil to the right. This time, he seemed 
to take longer to draw the outline, and when he did he left the tip of the pencil at the corner and shifted his 
gaze, a smile slowly curving his lips. "If it's too cold it doesn't go on smoothly, and | have to warm it up.” 

"| remember." Jared winced when he heard how high his voice sounded. "From doing make-up for films." 

"Your eyes look amazing without it. With it." Kirk let the sentence trail off. 

"If you're finished making yourself look pretty, we're about to go on" 


Jared jumped, startled by the sound of Rob's voice right behind him. Rob grinned and nudged him with an 


elbow. 
"What's with you guys over here sharing make-up tips?" 
"| keep telling Rob how good it would look on him, but...” 


"Forget it! Stay away from mel" Laughing, Rob fled, and suddenly Jared was facing Kirk when he stood, the lean 
length of his body dangerously close. 


"So, after the show..2" 


Jared, still trying to figure out how to get his tongue unglued from the roof of his mouth, could only nod in 
reply. 


And between now and then figure out how to get rid of Shannon. 


Jared hoped that no one asked him about the show because other than Kirk he really hadn't noticed. The best 


thing about it all was that Shannon was completely distracted by watching Lars so he didn't notice, and that 
kept Jared from having to answer some uncomfortable questions. He had also never been very good at lying to 


his brother, so even if he had tried he wouldn't have succeeded. 


It sucked that he could become another person in a film but when he tried to lie to his brother he couldn't 
act his way out of a wet paper bag. 


When the band came off for the last time he hung back, watching Kirk as he was bundled into a robe and a 
towel was thrown over his head. Shannon seemed to have forgotten all about him and was making a straight 
line to Lars, going on and on about how much he had enjoyed it and trotting along behind the drummer as he 


headed toward the dressing room. 


Jared wasn't sure what he was supposed to do, not until a drenched with sweat and grinning Kirk came 


hurrying back and caught him by the wrist. "Come on! We're going to duck out of here before anyone notices." 
"Wait, | cant! My brother..." 
"Don't worry, Lars will make sure he finds his way someplace." 


Not really worried, and too caught up in the hand that was wrapped round his arm, the calloused fingers 


resting against what he knew to be a hammering pulse, to care all that much, Jared left the arena with Kirk. 


Limos were nothing new to him. Screaming fans were something he was used to. Being treated as if you were 
on a different level than most was something he lived with all the time. He'd paid his dues, he'd worked his ass 


off for what he had. So why did he feel like some stupid fan-boy? 

"You're thinking awfully hard." 

Jared, feeling like just a dumb hick from Louisiana, ducked his head and grinned. "I get this. | mean, don't get me 
wrong, | really appreciate the fans and what they do for me, so I'm not trying to sound like | don't. But | get 
this, it happens to me, so why do | suddenly feel like | should've wiped my feet before | got in?" 

Kirk burst out laughing. "Same reason I'd feel that way around your fans, | guess. It's the same, but it's not." 
"Yeah, | know." Jared blew out a hard breath. "So where are we going?" 

"Back to the hotel. | figured I'd get showered and changed and maybe we could go out and hit a few clubs." 


Somehow that didn't sound nearly as fun as Jared would have thought a few hours ago. "Ok" 


"Why? Did you have something else in mind?" Kirk half turned so he was facing Jared. "I'm pretty open for 


anything.” 


Damn, now his tongue was stuck again. "No, that's cool” For a moment, he thought he saw disappointment in 


Kirk's eyes. 
"Cool," was all he said though and the rest of the ride to the hotel was made in silence. 


Youre an idiot, he kept telling himself. Youre in his room, and he's in the shower, and youre sitting here thinking 
about him in the shower and he's going to walk out and find you playing with your cock. Well, maybe playing with it 
was too strong of a description but he was giving it a rub here and there. Luckily, he heard the water shut 
off and he quickly pulled the sides of his jacket over his lap and did his best to look innocent when Kirk 
emerged, dressed in only a pair of black jeans. 

Interesting tattoo." 

Kirk ran a hand over the arch letters an number on his stomach. "Thanks. So you sing and play guitar, right?" 


"Yeah." 


Kirk opened a suitcase that had been lying on the bed and rurmmaged around in one of the pockets. "I hope this 
doesn't offend you, but | thought you looked really hot in Alexander: 


"No," Jared stammered, ‘lm not offended" 

"So do you think he was gay?" 

"Colin? Or Alexander?" 

Kirk found what he was looking for and turned round to face him. “Either. Both" 

"Colin? No. Alexander? | don't know if he was gay, but | think he wasn't straight" 

"| dont think he was gay, | think it was just an attraction to Hephaestion® Kirk came toward him, waking slowly 
across the lush carpet, his bare feet making no sound. "I think it isn't a matter of being gay, straight or even 


bi, | think it's the person that attracts you." 


Jared was starting to wonder if he was getting sick. There had to be a reason his mouth kept getting so dry 
that it hurt to swallow. Whatever he had it must not be affecting Kirk for he had no trouble speaking. 


Stopping less than a foot in front of Jared's knees, Kirk let his gaze roam over him, his eyes half-lidded and 
lazy as they went from the top of his head down and back up, stopping when they met Jared's much more 


open stare. "I know if | were Alexander | would have taken you as my lover." 
“Th..thanks." 


"You have incredible eyes," Kirk murmured, taking the final step that brought his knees into contact with 
Jared's. "I know you've been told that before." 


"Ye..yeah." This was becoming embarrassing and Jared made another effort to get his tongue back under 


control. "I have." 


So much for control. Kirk straddled his legs, easing his weight down onto his thighs, his knees now on the chair 
and pressing Jared's hips. "Haunting, and sexy." He moved his hand and Jared saw what he had retrieved from 


the bag and suddenly he couldn't breathe. "Close your eyes." 


Jared couldn't have argued with him even if he had wanted to, and he certainly didn't want to do something 
that might stop this. Odd, he had never noticed before how his lashes brushed his cheek when he closed his 
eyes. The light press of Kirk's fingers on the skin just under his eye made him suck in a hard breath, his 
hands leaving their death grip on his jacket and searching until they found the slim hips. 


The touch of the pencil made him groan. The long, smooth line being draw on the upper lid was like the scrape 
of a finger up the length of his cock and he was glad when it stopped because he was grinding his teeth to 
keep from shooting a load in his jeans. Fighting for control, he endured the other eye being done and when Kirk 
had finished he opened his eyes, casting them upwards as Kirk went back to the first and placed the line of 
black under his lower lashes, his fingers digging in and holding tightly to Kirk as he did the second and then his 
eyes were closing again because now Kirk was kissing him, his tongue as quick and as sharp as the notes he 


had played earlier that night. 


The last thing he expected was for Kirk to pull away but he did and then he was gone, Jared's thighs burning 
from the press of his body and he lunged to his feet even as he opened his eyes, finding Kirk backing way, a 
smile on his face and one hand still holding the eyeliner as the other undid the button and the zipper of his 
jeans. He turned his back, going to the dresser and watching Jared in the mirror as he followed, tipping his 
head back when Jared didn't stop until he was pressed to the length of Kirk's back, his hands coming round to 
rest on the bare flesh of his abdomen. He didn't take his eyes from Kirk's as Kirk applied the eyeliner to 
himself, sliding a hand down into the open jeans and feeling the thatch of hair and the base of his cock, Kirk's 
soft moan finally breaking the spell he seemed to be under and he lowered his head, tasting the heat of Kirk's 


shoulder. 


And then Kirk spun in his arms and everything happened so fast that he wasn't sure how it happened but it 
did and somewhere in the frantic kisses and groping hands they were naked and falling onto the bed and lube 
appeared and Kirk was hot and tight round his fingers as he opened him, the dark brown eyes heavily lined in 
black as they begged for him to hurry, to take the final step and then the rip of foil and the condom was in 
place and he was inside him, and thrusting and pushing and rough fingertips and short nails raked his back and 


he licked the sweat from just under the smudges of kohl that surrounded Kirk's eyes and felt him buck hard 


and heard his cry as he arched and stabbed and shuddered and shouted as he came. 
The only thought that came to him as he collapsed, spent, his heart pounding so hard he could hear it even 


over the harsh pants of his breathing, was that he hoped Lars kept Shannon occupied for the rest of the 
night. 


"Where did you disappear to last night, fucker?" 

Kirk yawned and didn't bother to open his eyes. "My room" 

Lars snorted and let his head roll to the side to look directly at Kirk "Yeah, | think we could hear." 
Kirk grinned. "Probably." 

"So you going to see him again?" 

"| hope so." Now Kirk did open an eye. "I plan on it anyway, and he seemed to like the idea" 


"Liked something," Lars muttered, shifting in his seat to get more comfortable as the plane began to move. 


‘Must have been in a hurry, you're still wearing your fucking make-up." 
Kirk let his eye drift closed. "So is he." 


Lars just shook his head. 


